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out on the easy stage from Abal Lissan to Waheida,
about twelve miles along a very good road which
had been made by the Turks before the capture of
Akaba.
It is much less tiring to trot than to walk on a
camel, and I determined to trot the whole way. I
was still not convinced that the saddle was right, as
I seemed to be thrown forward far too much for
comfort, but I managed to get within half a mile of
Waheida without any accident. Then a particularly
frantic effort to hitch myself into a more comfortable
position resulted in my dropping the bridle rope.
As I had of course forgotten to knot it round the
pommel, it trailed down on the ground, and while
I was fishing for it with the crook of my cane, my
camel put her foot upon it and fell on a patch of
stones, shooting me over her head. I picked my-
self up slowly and looked rather nervously at her.
I had never mounted a camel alone, but had always
had someone to stand on her doubled foreleg to
prevent her rising too soon, and I felt rather in-
clined to walk the rest of the way ; but she chewed
the cud at me so placidly that I plucked up courage
and managed to scramble into the saddle again
before she got on to her legs. The rest was easy,
but I was a rather dejected %dbit when at last I rode
alone into Waheida, for I had seen nothing of my
two followers. Luckily for me I found Lawrence
almost at once, and showed him the saddle, which »
turned out to be broken, and to have been broken
for some time. He was very angry that I had been
let down, and when the gorgeous Zeid came swag-
gering in with the camel-boy an hour later, he dis-
missed him on the spot, which was a great satisfac-
tion to me. By good fortune we were able to buy

